self in front of the door, his arms outstretched and an
Expression of agony on his face. "Honey, you can't
go/* he cried* "You're crucifying me when you look
like that. Can't you see I can't do without you now ?
You've twisted your tendrils round my heart/' I sat
down to talk it over with him, and when I did that I
was lost.
It wouldn't be true to say that to-day I cannot
understand those six months. But I can understand
them only as I might understand a stranger's story*
Jack wasn't only ridiculous and pathetic. He was
patronizing and proprietorial. "I sometimes think,
honey/3 he would remark pompously after a visit to his
home, "that you'd be capable of bringing my sweet
babes up." In the pubs of the neighbourhood he al-
ways spoke of me as his wife, though I told him when-
ever I heard him that I would not stand it. My presence
in the basement gave him a new and unhappy burst of
self-confidence. He began to think of bettering him-
self, to talk a great deal in his shop, to boast of his
ambitions before his superiors. He took to buying little
booklets about business efficiency and reading them over
the fireside in the evening. The only result was that
he lost his job. When I swore, as I often did, he would
bridle like a spinster. "Is this entirely necessary?** he
would ask. "That language, honey, from your dear,
pure lips, God Almighty, the sting of it!" The school-
mistress vocabularly in which he talked of the simplest
events of everyday life carried an implied rebuke to my
own coarseness of speech. If a bottle of beer was stick-
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